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	1. Chapter 1

"Are you ready, Ben?"

"Yes, papa."

"Are you sure? Because if you're too scared, I can turn the Falcon around and—"

"Dad!"

"Alright then. Chewie, let's do this!"

Ben Solo's heart began to race as his father and Uncle Chewie activated the hyperdrive and sent the Millenium Falcon flying forward at light speed. The familiar feeling that his stomach had been left behind at their previous location came over him, and he loved it. Ben was sure he would never get tired of the exhilaration brought on by how fast they were flying. And then, in almost no time at all, they were there.

"Remember, don't tell your mom about this," Han Solo reminded his son. "She'd kill me if she knew I was taking you on a job."

Ben nodded in understanding. "I promise. Can I come on board this time when you make the deal?"

"Sure, kiddo. Just stick close to me and Chewie, and whatever you do don't touch or say anything."

Han lowered the Falcon onto the dock of a large ship they were picking up the goods to be smuggled on. Ben craned his neck in the seat Han had added between the pilot seats for him to watch out the window as they docked. He liked seeing the interiors of the various ships his father did deals with. Han had been bringing Ben along for a few years now, ever since Leia went back to leading the Resistance against new threats that were rising. It was easier to take his son along rather than leave him with Leia. Ben had more fun observing his father's work than his mother's.

As they were disembarking from the ship, Chewie growled gently to Ben. The little boy grinned.

"Yes, please!" he replied happily, reaching up his arms to his uncle. The wookie bent down and picked Ben up, placing him atop his shoulders.

Han winced. "Be careful with him up there, Chewie," he reprimanded. "Some of these ceilings can be really low, and I don't want his head getting bonked."

Chewie responded that he would be careful. The trio made their way out of the hangar so they could meet with their clients. Ben rested his head on top of Chewie's soft fur and kicked his legs happily. This was his first time getting to witness his father at work, so he was very excited by it.

They entered the main room of the ship where Han was greeted warmly by a very fat, many-eyed blue alien.

"Good to see you again in one piece, Solo!" the alien boomed as he shook his hand. "I was afraid that after the Arithian job you'd finally been done in."

"Nah, they let me off with a warning," said Han. "Last time I'm doing business with Arnol though. Bastard sent me into a death trap."

The blue alien chuckled then turned his many eyes to Chewie and Ben. "Glad to see you again as well, Chewbacca. And who's this up here now? You're a new face, to be sure."

"That's my son, Ben," Han interjected. "I take him around with me while his mother works."

"I didn't know you became a father," the alien mused. "Good on you, I'm sure he'll turn into a fine young man. How old are you, boy?"

Ben looked to his father, who gave him an approving nod so he replied "Six, sir."

The alien nodded. "Not a bad age to be learning his father's trade. Speaking of which, let's put a hold on the small talk so I can get these Camillan fruits onto your ship. They're perishable, so there's no time like the present."

As Ben observed the goings on from atop Chewie's shoulders, he decided that when he was grown, he wanted to be just like his father. A smooth-talking, cunning smuggler who was never afraid of anything. That's the kind of man he wanted to be. And, with any luck, that's how he would turn out.

Twenty-three years later, Ben was running from a band of angry grey and white aliens. His long legs carried him through the ship, allowing him to cut around corners without the slightest falter. There was sweat on his forehead but a grin on his face. He was loving this. Especially with the caliber of gems that were sitting comfortably in his satchel.

He had turned out just like his father, cunning and smooth, but also a criminal. Despite his mother's protests, he gallivanted through the galaxy, taking thieving and smuggling jobs wherever his could. He had made a name for himself, and not necessarily a good one. Ben didn't care though. It was everything he had wanted to be since childhood. His mother and Uncle Luke had hoped he would choose the Jedi path since he was Force-sensitive, but that life was just too simple for Ben. He had bigger dreams than the Jedi life could offer.

As he drew closer to his ship, he stopped and turned around to face his pursuers. His grin widened. This was really going to throw them off. Concentrating hard, he used his Force energy to pull the hangar doors closed right as the hoard prepared to go through them. There were several thumps and lots of loud shrieks and curses from the other side as his assailants ran head first into the doors. Ben laughed then turned and dashed up the ramp onto his ship.

His friend Hux glared at him from the co-pilot's seat as he entered the cock pit. "You told me fifteen minutes and we'd be off, Solo," he grumbled as he began flipping switches in preparation for their departure. "I could have got a decent nap in with how long it took you to get those gems."

Ben waved him off. "Better take that pole out of your ass, Hux, or I'm going to stick you on top of the ship and use you as a docking beacon."

"Oh haha, another red hair joke. You're so original." Hux had tousled red hair that Ben took every opportunity to poke fun at.

"Alright, let's get a move on," said Ben. "I think they've got the door figured out."

Hux rolled his eyes. "Sure you don't want to go invite them out for tea?"

"Somehow I don't think they would accept that invitation," his friend replied as he watched the hangar doors burst open and the grey and white aliens begin shooting at their ship. "Alright, let's get out of here before they fry us."

Ben's hands worked as though they were on autopilot. He had spent two decades learning to fly ships, and he had become an even better pilot than both his father and Luke. Which was a good skill to have when you are constantly having to bolt from a hangar before it closes on you while dodging gunfire.

But the aliens Ben and Hux were up against were called the Chambar, and they were not the brightest creatures in the galaxy. Therefore, the two young men had no difficulty getting away from them. In just minutes, they were alright into light speed heading far away from the ship they had just robbed.

"Let's see what you got then," said Hux once they had put enough distance between themselves and their victims.

Ben tossed the satchel on his friend's lap so he could look at the multi-colored gem stones that had been taken from the Chambar ship. Hux turned each gem between his fingers, in awe at the beauty of them.

"Almost a shame we have to sell them," he sighed wistfully. "They're very pretty gems."

"The rarest in all the galaxy," Ben reminded him. "Here, why don't you keep one to take home to Phasma? I'm sure she'd be thrilled by it. I'm keeping one too probably."

Hux cleared his throat. Talking about his wife always got him a little flustered. Normally he was cool and cynical, but when it came to Phasma he was head over heels. "Yes, well I might do just that."

Ben grinned. "You'd get lucky for days, giving her one of those."

His comment earned him a punch in the arm from Hux, whose ears were as red as his hair as he began griping about how Ben should mind his own business. It was all in good fun, however. The young men had been friends since their teenage years and often carried out jobs as a team. Ben had been the one to introduce Phasma and Hux, as she was the daughter of one of his father's former cohorts. The three of them still did business every now and then, but Phasma was currently staying with her ill mother on Patine. They were headed there now so that Ben could drop Hux off before taking on a smuggling job for a client they had done business with many times before.

Ben was a little jealous when his friend disembarked from the ship and embraced his wife. So far in life, he'd been unable to find a girl who complimented him in every way like Phasma did for Hux. His father had always told him not to sweat it, as sometimes it took a while for the right one to show up. Still, Ben couldn't help but feel a little impatient that whoever she was, she seemed to be taking her sweet time finding him.

Back at the newly constructed Jedi temple on Endor, a young padawan named Rey sat in the courtyard with a group of children teaching them how to meditate. They were sitting comfortably on the grass, and Rey was explaining to them how they needed to clear their minds and let the power of the Force flow through them. Some of the children giggled and cracked their eyes open during the meditation, but Rey was patient with them.

"Meditation is key to becoming the best Jedi you can," she explained. "It helps clear your mind and even sometimes have visions of future events."

"What if the future is scary though?" a little girl on her right asked.

Rey gave her a gentle smile. "Then the vision can help you be prepared for it so you won't be scared when it happens."

The little girl looked thoughtful at that. "Wow, you are very smart, Rey."

"Are you gonna be a Jedi Master soon?" one of the boys inquired.

Rey shook her head. "No, I need quite a bit more training to become a Jedi Master. But someday, I hope to be one."

"Who wants snacks?" said a familiar voice, and Rey turned to see Leia standing at the entrance to the courtyard, holding a tray of cakes.

The younglings cheered and scrambled to their feet, going immediately to Leia for the treats. Since they had been raised to be respectful, each child took only one cake and thanked Leia before returning to the grass to eat them there.

"Sorry to interrupt your meditation time," Leia apologized as Rey made her way over after the younglings were all seated.

"Not at all," said Rey, giving her a one-armed hug. "We've been at it for about half an hour now and I could tell their attention was slipping. It's a much needed break for them."

The two women began to walk around the courtyard together, chatting about recent events. Rey had always liked Leia very much and saw her almost like the mother she never knew. Luke had taken her in as a young child when her mother left her at the Jedi temple to be trained. He had raised her like his own, teaching her the ways of the Force. Rey was very strong with the Force and Luke had seen in her an enormous potential. That was why, since he was currently gone, he had left her in charge of the temple. Even though there were padawans older than herself, Luke knew Rey was the strongest and most reliable out of all of them.

"What brings you to Endor?" Rey asked Leia as they made their way out of the courtyard and through the temple building. "I thought the Resistance was having a rough time of it right now."

"We are," Leia answered gravely. "But Luke sent me a transmission that he would be back today, so I wanted to see him and ask how everything is going in the Euphorium Quadrant."

Rey was excited at this news. "He's due back today? Really?"

Leia laughed. "You seem so eager about that. I thought you would enjoy having the run of the temple for a few days."

The young padawan's cheeks reddened. "I am a little, but it's—it's a lot of work. Plus, I think Luke does a better job of it than me."

"You do a wonderful job," said Leia, placing a hand on her shoulder. "Luke has always told me all about how strong and capable you are. I think someday you'll be teaching the new Jedi along with him."

"I would like that," Rey responded, unable to stop herself from grinning with pride.

"I wish Ben had chosen to train with Luke too," Leia went on, her tone turning wistful. "He would have made a very powerful Jedi because of how strong he is with the Force."

Rey was curious to hear more about Ben. She had only met him once when she was younger. He was a tall, gangly teenager from what she remembered, but she had found him a bit handsome as well as charismatic. She had not seen him since though, and Leia did not talk about him too much due to his criminal behavior.

"Oh, Luke's arrived," Leia said suddenly before Rey could ask about how Ben was doing. Her attention turned to the window Leia was looking out, and she could see the ship docking in front of the temple.

The women made their way quickly down the stairs and back outside to greet Luke. A few other Jedi were already gathered around, waiting for their teacher to disembark from the ship. Rey was relieved that he had returned today. She was beginning to feel a bit in over her head with all the students coming to her for help and guidance. As she confided in Leia, she thought Luke was more helpful to them than herself.

Leia and Rey both froze as they neared the ship. The latter felt like a bucket of ice cold water had been thrown into her stomach. She turned to Leia, and saw that she too had a troubled look on her face.

"I felt it too," said Leia. "Something's wrong."

Sure enough, as the ramp of the ship lowered, two of the Jedi who had accompanied Luke on his journey ran down, yelling for help.

"Get the healer out here, now!" one of them called.

"Luke's been injured! He needs immediate medical care."

Rey felt her heart drop into her stomach at their words. Something terrible had happened to Luke, and from the way the two men sounded it was something that could have put his life on the line.


	2. Chapter 2

Rey tapped her foot as she waited outside the room. One tap for every beat of her heart, just as Luke taught her when she was young. She struggled with keeping her emotions and anxiety in check, so Luke had worked with her in getting through it. The foot trick was meant to be a calming method, something to keep her mind busy. At the moment though, Rey was finding that the trick did next to nothing for her.

Luke had been immediately taken into the care of the temple's healers upon his arrival at Endor. So far, they had been in the room for three hours and Rey had heard nothing. She and Leia had done their best to get the rest of the Jedi students calmed and sent back to their rooms. The temple was still shaken by their teacher's injuries despite Rey's attempts to tell them everything was fine. Despite what she told them, at the moment she could do nothing but worry about Luke's condition.

Just as Rey was beginning to think she might go mad from waiting so long, the door opened and Leia stepped out. Rey jumped to her feet immediately.

"How is he?" she asked quickly.

Leia gave her a reassuring nod. "He's fine. Suffered blows to the abdomen and shoulder but it didn't hit anything vital."

Rey could sense there was something else that Leia was holding back. "Leia, what is it?" she pressed.

"Luke's awake now," Leia responded solemnly. "He wants to speak with you. He'll—he'll tell you what's going on."

She entered the room and approached Luke's bedside. He was sitting up, but his face looked pale and his face betrayed a good deal of pain. It broke Rey's heart to see her father figure in such a state. A flicker of anger was there too, directed at whoever had given him the injuries. But she quickly corrected herself; a good Jedi was supposed to keep his or her anger in check, after all.

"Rey," Luke said hoarsely. "I'm sorry if I worried you. Allan and Cyprian made my injuries out to be worse than they actually are."

"I'd say abdominal injuries are pretty bad," Rey pointed out. "Luke, what happened to you?"

The older man sighed and with a wince motioned for her to come closer. "You might want to pull up a chair for this. I have much to tell you."

So Rey listened as Luke detailed the story behind their trip and how it had ended so poorly. His reason for visiting the Euphorium Quadrant was to check up on some rumors of a disturbance happening there. Reports had reached him about a rogue Jedi who was committing murders and attempting to recruit others to join his cause. Luke took five of his padawans to investigate and did end up finding the murderous Jedi. When they confronted him, he attacked and killed two of the padawans and injured Luke before escaping to a new, unknown location.

"He's still out there somewhere," Luke said bitterly. "He is strong with the Force, almost as strong as you Rey."

Rey's eyebrows shot up. "'Almost?' Luke, he killed two of our own and injured you. You, who's been training in the Force for nearly thirty years!"

Luke closed his eyes. "I'm not as young as I was, Rey. While my skills are still there, I can't move as fast as I used to. Also, he had the jump on us."

"What are we going to do?" she asked. "If he's as strong as you say, and gets others to join him, we don't stand a chance. The Jedi we have now aren't nearly numerous or powerful enough yet to fight."

"Have hope, my young padawan. There is still a chance that we can stop him."

Rey frowned. "What do you mean?"

Luke reached out and placed a hand over hers. "You, Rey."

There was silence in the room as Rey sat there, trying to process what he was getting at. Then it hit her and she stood up quickly. "No no no, Luke I am not ready for this."

"Yes you are," Luke insisted. "You're the most capable of all my students, Rey. I know you're ready to take on this challenge."

"But—" Rey was trying to steady her now racing mind. "I can't go up against a rogue Jedi, it's too dangerous."

Luke gave her hand a gentle squeeze. "Focus your mind, just like I taught you. In your heart, you know you can handle it."

Rey did as she was told. She took several deep breaths and focused herself. She thought about how hard she had worked over the past fifteen years. Ever since she arrived at the temple, her goal had been to get stronger. Rey wanted to be strong because she thought that's all she had. With a mother who left her and not much faith in herself, becoming a Jedi was the only thing she believed she could do with her life. It became her reason, her goal, and not much else mattered. That's why every day since Luke first taught her about the Jedi, she dedicated her time to getting stronger; to become the Jedi he assured her she could be. So maybe there was a chance she could do it after all.

"Okay," she replied finally. "I'll try."

Luke gave her a wry smile. "Do or do not," he began.

"There is no try," Rey finished, also smiling.

When Rey had left the room, Leia rounded on her brother. "What was that?" she demanded angrily, hands on her hips.

"She's ready for this, Leia, I know it," Luke defended. "You know I wouldn't encourage her to take on this mission if I didn't think she could handle it."

"She's a child," his sister argued, beginning to pace the room in distress. "You lost two padawans to this rogue, not to mention your own injuries. How is Rey supposed to stand the slightest chance against him?"

Luke turned away. "I know what I'm doing. Rey will accomplish this task; I've seen it in my visions."

Leia paused and gave him a curious look. "You've had visions of her fighting him?"

He nodded. "They're a bit blurred and unclear, but I've seen it. And I know she can win. But she won't be alone…there's someone else who needs to go with her."

"That's good then," Leia replied, and she relaxed upon hearing those words. "For a moment I thought you were going to send her off on her own."

"Not exactly. But you may not like this next part very much."

She looked at him suspiciously. "Why won't I like it?" she asked slowly.

Luke sighed. "Because…it involves your son."

Across the galaxy, Ben was just clearing the atmosphere of Tatooine. He had collected his payment for his most recent job and was now on his way to Coruscant to have a few drinks. It had been a long week for him, so he was ready to relax and maybe chat up a girl or two. Perhaps he'd finally find his "princess" as his father so often referred to it as.

There was a beeping sound, and he groaned when he saw who was trying to contact him on the transmitter. Ben brought his hand heavily down on the button to answer the call.

"Hello, Ozzy," he grumbled to the holo projection of a tall, broad-shouldered orange alien. "How are you today?"

"Solo!" the hologram screeched back in a high voice that did not match the burly creature it came out of. "Next time I see you, I'm gonna turn you into Bantha food!"

"I'm doing fine too, thanks," Ben replied airily as he steered his ship around an oncoming hunk of rock. "How're the missus and the kids?"

The image flickered as Ozzy pounded his hammy fist on something, probably the transmitter. "No, you don't get to worm your way out of this one, Solo. You were supposed to have payment delivered to me a week ago and yet here we are. This is the third time in a row and I'm not gonna put up with it anymore!"

Ben shrugged. "What can I say? I'm a busy guy. You'll get your payment soon, don't worry."

"That's what you said the last two times!" Ozzy bellowed. "Payment or no, I'm frying your ass next time you show your face around here."

"You do that," Ben challenged "but we both know you're not going to. The thing is, you're never gonna find a better smuggler in the entire galaxy than me. So wait patiently for your damn money and have a nice day!" He flicked the switch to end the call and the hologram of Ozzy disappeared. There was no call back, so either Ozzy had gotten the message or was currently plotting his murder. Either way, Ben was not concerned about it. He made a lot of people angry, but had enough charm and brains to smooth things over with them. Ozzy was no different, especially since he knew that Ben was good at what he did.

"I'm very good," Ben mused aloud to himself as he prepared to launch into light speed. "It's a wonder they haven't given me a medal or anything yet."

Suddenly all power in his ship went down at once and the red emergency light came on overhead. Ben froze, but did not panic. He used his senses to listen and get a feel for what had happened. He tried flipping a switch, but it did nothing. The only logical explanation for it was that someone's ship must have locked onto his and shut him down. It was unsurprising, as Ben had many enemies in the galaxy. So he got up from the pilot seat and drew his gun from his belt. Out the front window, he could see the ship approaching, preparing to enclose his ship in its open hangar.

"Bastards," Ben mumbled as the hangar approached. "Just when I thought today was going so well too."

He left the cockpit and made his way through the ship to the main doors where his captors were sure to enter if they were going to try and get him. Ben hunkered down in a blind spot by the door. When it opened, he would see them before they saw him, and when he did he planned to take them down. If he was outnumbered, at least he was not going to go down without a fight.

Ben waited patiently, crouched like an animal preparing to pounce upon its prey. He listened intently to the noises outside in the hangar, footsteps approaching his ship. He readied his gun. Shoot first and ask questions later, as his father always taught him.

The door opened, and a solitary figure entered. "Ben Solo, I know you're in here so hold your fire and come out right now!" the figure demanded.

Ben felt relief mixed with fear wash over him. Relief because it was not an enemy, but fear because it was his mother. And, from the way she sounded, he was not entirely sure that she would not kill him.

"Mom?" he said, tucking his gun away and approaching her. "What are you doing here?"

Leia's face crumpled when she saw him and her arms immediately reached out and pulled her son to her. It was a little awkward, as he was now nearly twice her height, but Leia didn't care. She was just happy to be holding her baby again.

"Ben, we've missed you so much," she cried into his chest.

He sighed and returned the hug, giving his mother a gentle pat on the head. "I'm okay, mom. You act like I just came out of the stomach of a Rathtar."

Leia pulled away and smiled up at him. "Sometimes it feels that way. You haven't been home in years. What's kept you?"

"Oh you know, being on the run and stealing things can keep you really tied up."

She rolled her eyes. "I still can't believe how much like your father you turned out to be. I never should have let him take you around with him on all those shady jobs he did when you were little."

"Going back to my original question though, mom what the hell are you doing here? And where'd you get a ship big enough to lock onto mine and swallow it whole?"

"Let's just say I know some people in the Resistance who lent it to me. Which is why I'm here now."

Ben turned away and headed back up towards the cock pit. "No no and no, mom. I am not getting involved in any of that Resistance stuff you're so dedicated to."

Leia huffed and followed him. "Ben Solo, for goodness' sake will you drop the attitude and listen to me for once? We need you, whether you like it or not."

"I don't like it and I also don't care," he called back over his shoulder to her. "I'm sure you can find an easy replacement for me, no problem."

"No, it has to be you on this. Trust me, Luke assured me that it has to be you."

Ben turned around to face his mother, his dark eyebrows drawn together in confusion. "Wait, Luke put you up to this? Is this a trick that'll be to get me to join the Jedi? If so, no thanks! I'm perfectly happy with my lifestyle choices up to this point."

Leia folded her arms across her chest. "I'd tell you what's going on if you'd shup up and listen for two minutes."

"Fine," he griped, plopping down onto the pilot seat and turned it around to face her. "You have my full and undivided attention for the next two minutes."

"There's a rogue Jedi last spotted in the Euphorium Quadrant. He needs to be hunted down and stopped from killing any more people than he already has. Your job will be to help Luke's padawan find him and capture him."

Ben cocked his head. "Why does it have to be me? Sounds like anyone can fly him to where he needs to go."

"_She_ needs you to take her because the rogue is clever, so if he finds out the Jedi are after him then he's not going to be as easy to capture. In other words, you need to smuggle her around the galaxy until he's located."

He felt his interest pique at this news. "Oh, it's a girl padawan? Well, that changes things up a bit. Is she pretty?"

Leia glowered at him. "Don't get any ideas. This is a serious mission."

"Too late, I already have ideas."

"Ben!"

"Alright alright, I won't do anything. I want to meet her first before I decide whether to take this job or not."

His mother sighed. "Can't you just agree to do it? For me, please?"

He groaned and ran a hand through his long dark hair. It was true, he hadn't done much for his mother in recent years. And despite his sarcastic and carefree nature, he still loved his mother dearly. Perhaps he could help her out this once. At least then she wouldn't be able to say he never did anything for her. So guilt was a little bit of a helping factor in his decision. That coupled with the fact that it was a girl he was going to be spending some quality time with on his ship. He got excited just thinking about it.

"I'll do it," he agreed. "But tell me first: This girl I'm going to be smuggling—is she pretty?"

Leia narrowed her eyes at him. "You do anything to her and I'll make you regret it," she warned.

Ben grinned. That was a yes. And, depending on how pretty she was, his mother's wrath might just be worth the risk.


	3. Chapter 3

Luke stood on a balcony overlooking the courtyard, watching Rey below as she said her good-byes to the younglings. This was taking much longer than it should have since the children had many questions about where their beloved mentor was going. Not wanting to upset the other Jedi, Luke had instructed Rey and the three padawans who had gone with him to keep the rogue Jedi a secret. There was no need to panic the others, as the threat to their Order was not imminent just yet.

A memorial service for the two fallen padawans had been held earlier that day. As far as everyone else was concerned, they had died protecting Luke from an assassin. After all, there were those in the galaxy who hated the Jedi, thinking them to be a threat to their way of life. That was another reason Luke wanted Rey to travel in secret: To keep her safe from those who felt that way.

"You're worried about her," he heard a voice behind him say. Turning, he saw Leia approaching. "And don't say you're not, because you know you can't hide things from me."

"You're right, I can't," said Luke, turning his attention back to Rey in the courtyard. "I am worried about her."

Leia stood beside him on the balcony, watching the scene below. "I know how you feel. Letting go of a child you've raised is very difficult. I felt the same way when Ben left us."

"Speaking of which, where is he?" asked Luke. "I wanted to introduce him to Rey before sending them off together. She can be shy, so I was hoping seeing him might get her more comfortable with him."

"He wanted to go visit Anakin's grave before they took off," his sister replied. "You know how he's always had a lot of respect for his grandfather."

Luke shifted uncomfortably. "I'm hoping he—you know—behaves himself around Rey."

Leia shook her head. "I can't guarantee anything. There's too much Han in him. I think Rey will set him right if he tries anything though. She's a smart girl."

"She is," Luke agreed. "And she can certainly hold her own in a fight. I suppose if we should be worried about anyone, it'd be Ben."

"I've told him to back off," she said. "But it's Ben, and you know how well he listens to me."

"I guess we'll just have to wait and see how this pans out," said Luke. "Come on, we should get down there and save her from the younglings."

Upon arrival at the temple, Ben did go across the gardens to the spot where Luke had built a grave for his father, Anakin Skywalker. There was no body, only buried ashes, but Ben still liked to go pay his respects every time he visited the temple. It had been one of his favorite spots to play as a child. Once or twice, he could have even sworn he'd seen a tall, robed young man standing beside the tombstone. This idea was not so far-fetched since Luke had taught him all about Force ghosts.

Now, as a grown man, Ben knelt in the soft earth in front of the grave with his head bowed on his chest. "Hey, grandfather," he greeted. "I know it's been a while, but I wanted to stop by and talk to you before I go. I'm taking one of Luke's students on this mission, and I have no idea what to expect. Everyone seems to think it's my destiny to go do this with her. But you see…I don't really believe in destiny. I think it's a fairy tale told to children to make them do as their parents want. All the same, I guess what I'd like to ask you for today is just your guidance. Help me get this job done and bring the girl back safely. She seems to be very important to Luke and my mom. It's funny, I feel drawn to her but I haven't even met her yet. Is that possible? I don't know. I suppose I just like the idea of being on a ship alone with her for a while. Sorry, I'll try to behave myself…maybe. Anyway, please give me your strength and guidance, grandfather. I promise I won't let you down."

After a few minutes of reverent silence, Ben got up and brushed the dirt off his trousers. He then made his way back to the temple to find his mother and Luke so he could finally meet the padawan he'd be escorting.

As he passed the other Jedis in training, Ben was grateful he didn't stick around to become one. They were all dressed in bland, boring robes that looked like they were hot and uncomfortable to wear. Ben liked his soft open shirts, jackets, and vests. All these could be removed with ease if the need arose. The Jedi robes looked like they took a few years to pull on and off.

A couple girls looked at him and giggled as they passed. Ben grinned proudly. He was lucky to inherit his family's good looks. He got the attention of both sexes no matter where he went. And of course, being a Solo he loved attention.

Ben reached the courtyard and looked around. There were a few padawans sprinkled here and there. Some were laughing while they levitated a ball back and forth to each other. A couple more were spread out, sitting cross-legged with their eyes shut in a meditation. On the far side, he could see an older girl surrounded by children who seemed to be bidding her farewell from all the hugs she was getting. Curious, Ben began to walk around the courtyard, making his way over to the girl.

As he got closer, he could hear some of the things the children were saying to her.

"Will you be gone long, Rey?"

"Are you scared?"

"Do you get to fly in the ship there?"

"Can you bring us back something nice?"

The girl, Rey, was laughing, returning hugs, and doing her best to answer all the questions being thrown at her. Ben watched, feeling a sudden warmth in his chest upon seeing her. It scared and worried him, feeling that way. He had never gotten that feeling from looking at anyone before. Yet this girl somehow awoke things in him he didn't even know he was capable of feeling. She was young and very pretty with her brown hair pulled back in a braid behind her head, dark almond-shaped eyes and an infectious smile. Even though she was also wearing the ugly Jedi robes, Ben found himself strongly attracted to her the longer he looked. He chalked it up to it just having been a while since he'd seen such a pretty girl.

"I'm going to miss you all," Rey was saying to the younglings as Ben waited for her to notice him. "Please be good for Luke and everyone while I'm gone."

As the children were called over for their lessons by an older padawan, Rey turned and finally spotted Ben leaning up against a nearby pillar. She jumped a little upon seeing him, having not heard or sensed his presence.

"I'm sorry," she apologized. "Can I help you?"

"I certainly hope so," Ben said smoothly, still taking her in. "You must be Rey, the padawan I'm going to be smuggling around the galaxy."

Rey was relieved that this stranger was no stranger after all. "Oh, Ben Solo," she concurred. "It's good to see you again."

He raised an eyebrow. "Again? You mean I've met you before?"

"I didn't think you'd remember, it was so long ago," said Rey, a small blush creeping to her cheeks. "I saw you when you last visited the temple, probably about twelve years ago. I was just a little girl at the time."

Ben tried to think back to that time. He did sort of recall a girl out in the gardens, practicing levitating flowers not far from his grandfather's grave. She was far too young at the time to catch his eye. Now that she was a grown woman though, he was sure that her face would stick with him for quite a while.

"Well it's a pleasure to officially meet you," he said, holding out his hand. When Rey gingerly placed her hand into his, he brought it to his lips and gave it a quick kiss. He smiled when her cheeks reddened even more.

Rey pulled back her hand sharply, having not expected him to kiss it. Men did not greet women in such a manner on Endor. Ben Solo was already turning out to be a strange man indeed. "Thank you for doing this for me," she went on quickly, stowing both hands behind her back and clasping them together. "I told Luke I could do it alone, but he insisted on having you escort me."

Ben tilted his head. "Are you a pilot?"

"Yes, I am," said Rey, beginning to feel more comfortable around him now that the ice had been broken. It also helped that she loved talking about her flying skills whenever she got the chance. "Luke's been giving me lessons since I was little. I can fly just about anything."

"It's a good skill to have," said Ben, nodding appreciatively at this news. "But the only one who flies my ship is me, so for this trip you're gonna have to just be a passenger, sweetheart."

Rey felt a flash of irritation at the pet name he used. She let it go, as a good Jedi would do. Still, she couldn't help but feel that this wouldn't be the last time Ben Solo got on her nerves. Especially from the way he was looking at her and smirking. She couldn't help but feel indignant. _He thinks I'm just some helpless little girl, _she concluded in her mind. _I'll have to show him just how good of a Jedi I can be._

Luke and Leia arrived before she could respond and the four of them began to make their way back to Ben's ship. Luke had already briefed Rey on what she was meant to do and some good ways to go about doing it. Her ultimate goal was to capture the rogue Jedi and bring him back.

"But if it comes to it, kill him if you must," Luke told her reluctantly. "I don't want you giving up your own life to show mercy."

Rey shuddered at the thought. She had never killed anyone before, and she hoped to keep it that way. Capturing the rogue Jedi was what she would try for. Killing was to be her very last resort so hopefully it would not come to that.

"I would go to the Outer Rim first," Leia advised. "Things always get a little tenser in that area, and it would be the first place he'd flee to if he was looking to stir up some followers."

Ben made a show of rolling his eyes. "Please, mom. You're talking to the expert on stirring things up. Besides, I know the galaxy like I know my—"

"Don't say it," Luke cut him off.

"Hand! I was going to say hand, Uncle."

"You and I both know you were not going to say hand."

"Yeah, you're right. I wasn't."

Leia slapped the back of her son's head. Rey just looked on in confusion. The Skywalkers and Solos were an odd bunch.

"Come back safely," said Luke, enclosing Rey in a tight hug.

She returned the hug. "I will, I promise."

Luke looked over at Ben. "Take good care of her, Ben."

"Oh, I will." His tone when saying this earned him another slap on the head from his mother.

Rey watched out the window as Luke, Leia, and the other padawans gathered to see her off got smaller and smaller as their ship took off. She waved at them, hoping that this would not be the last time she saw them. Truthfully, Rey was very nervous about going on the mission. Even with Ben there, she still wasn't sure if they would be successful or not. Still, they had to try. The entire galaxy could be at stake if they did nothing.

As they broke through the atmosphere of Endor and into space, Rey left the window and went to explore the rest of the ship. It was quite big, and Ben had instructed her to find a room for her things. She didn't have much, just the lightsaber that was given to her by Luke, a map, a couple books, some provisions, and a few extra robes to wear. But she would need a place to sleep, so she set off to find one.

Ben took good care of his ship, as it was very clean and tidy. She didn't much care for the posters on the walls of half-naked women. She blushed when she saw them. It was not something Jedi were exposed to, so it was embarrassing to see such things. So she turned away and did not look at the walls as she explored.

She passed a few rooms that were clearly for storage, one that looked like it could be Ben's room, a kitchen, a bathroom, until she finally found an empty one with a bed. Entering, she looked around to make sure there were no posters in this one then sat down on the bed.

Opening her bag, she took out the lightsaber Luke had given her. She held it reverently in her hands; it was his lightsaber, since one had not yet been made for her. Before it had belonged to Luke, it belonged to Luke's father Anakin. Rey couldn't help but feel unworthy to hold such a huge piece of Jedi history in her hands. But Luke seemed to think she should wield it, so she didn't argue.

As she stared at the saber, she wondered what it would be like to use in battle. She had used them before, for practice with other padawans. Practice was not a battle of life and death though. She could not take it easy and laugh it off with her enemy afterwards. It could end up being only one of them who walked away from the fight alive. Rey felt sick thinking about it. If it came down to it, could she really kill someone?

"If you're trying to levitate the saber with your eyes, it's not working," came Ben's voice from the doorway. Rey jumped when he spoke and looked up to see him leaning on his elbow against the frame.

"Is this going to be a thing with you?" she asked, trying to keep herself from being irritated with him. She had left the door open, after all. It wasn't like he had barged in without knocking. Still, he didn't have to keep sneaking up on her like that.

He cocked his head. "What 'thing' are you talking about?"

"The leaning against things while watching me thing."

"Oh, that. I don't know, maybe." He smirked. "Why, don't you like it?"

Rey shook her head and put the saber back in her bag. "Not really," she replied. "I'd rather people announce their presence when they're near me."

"I did," he defended. "I spoke to you. You seemed lost in a thought though so that's why you didn't hear me come down the hall. You okay, sweetheart?"

"Yeah, I'm fine. I was just thinking about what I have to do, that's all."

Ben looked at her, and she couldn't read his expression. She wondered what he thought when he looked at her. Was he still thinking about how helpless she looked? Or maybe he was disappointed that she was not someone more interesting. Either way, she didn't like not being able to read him. She could read everyone else at the temple and it helped her understand them better. How was she supposed to understand someone she couldn't read? She realized she was staring back at him while she thought all this and looked away quickly. There was no point in trying to give him the wrong idea of what she thought about him.

"So, what do you think?" Ben asked while Rey was pretending to be digging through her bag and checking her supplies.

"Of what?" she returned, still not looking at him.

"My ship," he said. "Isn't she beautiful? I named her the Solar Flare. Won her in a bet on Tatooine, actually. Nearly lost my left eye because the previous owner was a sore loser. But a bloody nose and a threat to jettison him into the sun was enough to make him keep the bet."

Rey wrinkled her nose. "Sounds like a nice way to make sure people do what you want," she said flatly.

"He sent his goons on me when he found out he'd lost. And when you're backed into a corner and have to fight off six guys, you can imagine I was a bit put out."

"Tatooine sounds like a very friendly planet."

"Oh yes. Maybe I can take you there someday."

"No thanks."

Ben chuckled. "Well, you know all about me now, since no doubt Luke's told you the rest. So tell me, Rey, what kind of girl are you?"

She blinked. "Excuse me?"

"By now you've probably guessed I'm a bit of a scoundrel. But how would you describe yourself? What is it you want out of life?"

"I'm…" Rey trailed off, not really sure how to answer his question. There was a lot to her, and she didn't know where to begin. Dedicated? Anxious? Strong? At least his second question was a bit easier to answer. Of course she wanted to become a Jedi Master once she completed all her training. She had a feeling though if she told Ben that, he might laugh in her face. After all, she'd witnessed firsthand back at the temple how cynical he was of the Jedi Order.

"You seem a little uptight," he noted while she debated on what to say. "Tell me, what will it take to make a girl like you let her hair down?"

Rey frowned and touched her braid. "What's wrong with my hair?" she asked sensitively.

Ben just laughed. "Man, you're something else sweetheart."

"And you're confusing," Rey grumbled, getting up from the bed and heading for the doorway. "Who's flying the ship right now while you're back here giving me a hard time?"

"It's on autopilot," said Ben. "And you think I'm giving you a hard time?"

She turned and looked up at him. He was at least a foot taller than her, so standing next to him made her feel even more like a child and frustrated her further. "I feel like you're making fun of me," she replied.

"Maybe just a little." He leaned down so that he was eye-level with her and his face was inches from her own. "If you want, I can think of some more enjoyable activities the two of us could do before we arrive in the Out Rim."

Rey met his gaze steadily, determined to not be intimidated by him. "So far, no activity with you sounds enjoyable," she said coolly.

Ben winked at her. "We'll see."

"Don't you have a course to be plotting right now?"

"So I do. Well then, if you're tired of my company I'll take my leave." Ben pulled his face away from hers and straightened himself. "But if you change your mind, sweetheart, you know where to find me." He removed himself from the doorway and without another remark made his way back down the hallway and out of sight.

It wasn't until he was gone that Rey realized how fast her heart had been beating, being that close to him. She was grumpy about it. Ben's cockiness and seemingly constant need to annoy her was getting to her. In spite of all this, she couldn't help but feel a little charmed by him, hence the quickened heartbeat, and it bothered her. Jedi weren't supposed to get attached. So, if Rey was sure of one thing, it was that she was not going to get attached to Ben Solo.

Back in the cockpit, Ben had other feelings. Rey had him fascinated, almost smitten. She was so pretty, and cute with the way she got all flustered by him. He found himself wanting to know more about her than what was on the surface. Ben could tell Rey was irritated by his mannerisms but there was something behind her irritation. After all, she'd been the one to move closer to him, and didn't bat an eye when he put his face close to hers. She was strong-minded and determined, he gave her that.

While he worked on plotting the course for the Outer Rim, Ben also worked on steadying his own heart rate. The encounter with Rey had got him a little bit more excited than he intended. So far, this trip was looking very promising indeed.


	4. Chapter 4

Rey sat with Ben in the cock pit of the Solar Flare. She tapped her foot while Ben steered the ship, an annoying smirk plastered on his face. Every time Rey glanced sideways at him, the smirk was still there. And after ten minutes of not knowing what he was smirking about, the young Jedi in training was ready to scream.

"Stop it," she grunted when she couldn't take it anymore.

Ben looked at her, the smirk vanishing for the first time. "Stop what?" he asked in confusion.

"You know what."

"What is it with women and always assuming men are on the same page as they are?" Ben shook his head. "My mother would do the same thing all the time to my dad."

Rey's cheeks turned pink. "You've been smirking for the past ten minutes," she accused. "It's very irritating."

He looked thoughtful rather than condescending at her accusation. "Wait, if you noticed it that means…have you been sneaking glances at me since you got here?"

"No!" Rey lied. "I kept turning to you to start a conversation but whenever I saw that look on your face I thought better of it."

The smirk was back in an instant. "Come on Rey, don't lie to yourself. If you find me handsome just say so."

"No," Rey said flatly. "I find you rather…average," she added, struggling to come up with a word to describe him.

"Right," he replied, still smirking. "I'm sure you do."

Rey glowered at him. "You're insufferable. Just tell me what you were smirking about."

"Why don't you just use your little Jedi powers to read my mind and find out?"

"I'm not sure I want to go into your mind, that's why."

Ben chuckled. "You're right, that's probably not a good idea. Fine, have it your way. I was just thinking about how you're going to have to change out of those Jedi robes before we land."

"My robes? What's wrong with them?"

"Think about it," said Ben, his tone turning serious for once. "You're about to traverse the galaxy and meet all kinds of beings. Not all of them are friendly to Jedi. You're gonna find that out the hard way if you wander around advertising what you are."

"I'm not advertising anything though," she argued.

"You kind of are, sweetheart. Want my advice for staying alive and finding your guy? Lose the robes. You can do it right here, if you'd like."

Rey ignored his comment. She was letting Ben get to her too much. Staying irritated was not the Jedi way. "Alright then, I'll change. Do you have any extra clothing on your ship?"

"If you look in the storage room to the left of the kitchen area, there's two trunks in there. The dark red one has some women's clothing while the black one has men's. You should be able to find something to wear in there."

She got up from her seat to make her way back to find the storage room. As she was exiting the cock pit, Ben called to her.

"Rey?"

Without turning around, she answered "Yeah?"

There was a short silence before he spoke again. "You know you can trust me, right?"

Rey paused before she answered. Trust? That was a strong word. She didn't fully trust anyone, save for Luke and Leia. And Ben, she'd known him for maybe a couple hours and so far all they'd done was butt heads. There was no way she could bring herself to trust him just yet. Still, despite his cockiness and generally irritating personality, she felt that maybe there was another side to him than he wasn't showing. Perhaps he had a soft side, and in that soft side he could eventually be trusted.

"I don't know," Rey replied, trying to sound passive.

"Alright," she heard him say. "Well, just know that you can."

She left the cock pit with his words on her mind. It was strange for him to suddenly ask for her trust. Rey wondered if it was a ploy to try and get her to lower her guard around him. She snorted at the thought. As if she would ever lower her guard for anyone, least of all him. Having been left by her mother and never knowing her father, Rey had to grow up strong on her own. Even with Luke there, he couldn't fill in the gap left by her missing family. Since dedicating her life to studying the Jedi arts, Rey didn't leave much time for interacting with others and building friendships. She had a fear of being abandoned again, just like what happened with her mom. Because of this, she didn't allow herself to trust anyone except the two people whom she hoped genuinely cared for her.

Rey hadn't had the time to form a full opinion about Ben. He was annoying, but beyond that she didn't know much about him. Perhaps until she found out more, she would hold off on making a sound judgement about him.

It was not difficult finding the storage room, and Rey set about opening the red trunk to have a look at what sort of female clothing Ben had. As she dug through the trunk, she at first thought he had been mistaken. It held nothing in it resembling dresses, pants, or shirts. Her fingers closed around one of the strange fabric items the trunk contained and pulled it out. It was red, small, and had two cups attached to the straps. It was almost like…

Ben didn't need to turn around to know Rey was coming back. He could hear her stomping down the hallway. He grinned. She must have looked in the red trunk. He turned his head to make a remark about it, but something soft hit him in the face. Reaching up and pulling it off, he saw what it was and bit his lip to hold back his laughter.

"You liar," he heard her complain behind him. "These aren't women's clothes."

"Sure they are," Ben replied, tossing the lingerie piece back at her. "They are clothes and women do wear them."

Rey moved closer to him and folded her arms. "Don't be a creep, I'm not wearing those things around."

"Oh no, I didn't expect you to," he said "even though I know you'd look ravishing in them. I just don't have any regular women's clothes on my ship. You can borrow some of my old ones until we get you something better. They should fit."

"Why didn't you just tell me that in the first place then?" she demanded, and he could tell she was barely keeping herself from smacking him in the face.

"I never told you to specifically look in the red trunk, you did that on your own. I just said one had women's and one had men's. You could have looked through the black one upon finding nothing you liked in the red one." Ben grinned at her. "Besides you're way too much fun to tease."

"You're unbelievable," Rey muttered then turned on her heel and left without another word.

He watched her go, that feeling of warmth returning as he did. He liked Rey so far. She was easy to get a rise out of and a bit naïve, but behind that he could see a strength. There was a toughness to her that he saw come out whenever he tried to flirt with her. She knew how to stand her ground and not be put down, that was for sure. And he liked that quality in a girl.

As he continued to think fondly of Rey, a blinking light on the transmitter indicated he had an incoming call. He sighed when he saw the source. His mother was calling already. And he had no choice but to reach over and press the button to receive it.

"Mom, we've barely cleared the Alistair Quadrant and you're already calling me?" he grumped to her small, hologram figure.

Leia folded her arms. "Drop the attitude," she snapped "I wanted to check in with Rey. This is the first time she's left Endor since she was a child."

Ben rolled his eyes. "Mom please, she's an adult. Cut the cord, will you?"

"Where is she? You haven't tried anything on her have you?"

He held up his hands innocently. "Come on, you know me. I would never do such a thing."

"I do know you, and yes you would."

"Yeah, you're right. Okay, maybe I flirted a little bit with her—"

"Ben Organa Solo!" He winced as his mother used his full name. "What did I specifically tell you before you took off? Leave—Rey—alone!"

Ben shrugged. "She's a pretty girl, and I'm a handsome guy. You know it's bound to happen eventually."

Leia sighed and massaged her forehead with her hand. "Just go get Rey for me, will you? I want to talk to her, and you're giving me a headache."

"Anything for you, mom," he replied, smiling sweetly as he flipped on the autopilot. "Hang on, I'll get her."

Rey was back in her room, tying up the boots to complete her new ensemble. She'd managed to finally find a shirt and pair of pants that fit her and was lucky enough to discover the boots as well. The clothing must have been Ben's when he was much younger, because the pant legs weren't as long as Rey was expecting. She fumed a little bit as she put them on though. It was bad enough that Ben thought her so helpless, but when he saw her in his childhood clothing it would only increase the teasing. She sighed. If only Luke had just let her travel alone.

She stood up and walked slowly over to look in the mirror that was in her room. It wasn't often that she saw her reflection, since mirrors weren't something Jedis used for their appearances. Rey took a moment to look at herself; her round face and dark eyes, her brown hair pulled back into its usual braid behind her head. Her face was the same, but when she looked down at her body it was like it belonged to someone else. A pair of black pants, boots, and a loose light blue shirt that was soft on her skin. Turning away from her reflection, she reached back and took the black jacket she'd found off the bed. She pulled it on and was pleased with the result. It looked good on her.

Rey knew she shouldn't be enjoying living outside the Jedi lifestyle, but she was a little bit. It was like a great pressure had been lifted off her shoulders. She didn't even realize the pressure had been there until she took off the Jedi robes and put on Ben's old clothes. It made her feel like a normal girl with a normal life. Still, she couldn't let such things distract her from her goal. Even though she wasn't dressed like a Jedi, she still had to act like one and stay focused. They would never succeed if she didn't.

"Rey?"

She turned at the sound of her name and saw Ben standing in the doorway, his hand raised as if he were about to knock on the frame. She waited for him to laugh or make a remark about her wearing his old clothes. Neither came, and he just sort of stood there in the doorway, looking at her with an unreadable expression on his face. Rey was surprised that he was suddenly so quiet after an entire morning of getting on her nerves. She did not understand at all how his thought process worked.

When he didn't follow up on his appearance, Rey decided to break the awkward silence he was creating. "Yes?" she prompted.

Ben shook himself from whatever thought was on his mind keeping him silent. "Sorry, my mother—Leia wants to talk to you. She's on the transmitter."

"Really? We just left," said Rey, feeling a little irked. "We've only been gone like ten minutes and already they want to check in with me?"

"I know, I told her the same thing," he agreed. "But that's my mom for you. She just cares about you a lot."

Hearing that made Rey smile. She had always hoped that Leia cared, and hearing Ben confirm it made her happy. "You think so?"

Ben frowned. "You doubt it?"

Rey's gaze fell to the floor. "I'm just…not really used to being cared about," she replied in a quiet voice.

"Well hey, I can assure you one hundred percent that my mom does," said Ben. He stepped aside and gestured over his shoulder. "Come on, better answer her call so she doesn't think I'm doing anything to you."

"Should I be worried about that?" asked Rey, giving him a look as she approached him at the doorway.

He winked at her. "Only if you want me to, sweetheart."

Rey stopped about a foot away from him. He was still giving her that unreadable look and it bothered her. She didn't like not knowing. "What is it?" she inquired.

Ben shook his head. "Nothing, don't worry about it, sweetheart. Go talk to Leia, I'll be there in a second."

Shrugging, Rey moved passed him and made her way back to the cockpit to check in with Leia. When she was gone, Ben slipped into the room and leaned his back against the wall. He had to take a moment to gather his thoughts. Seeing Rey in his clothes, even his old ones, had caught him off guard. He knew she would look better now that she wasn't wearing the Jedi robes, but he hadn't expected her to look so—appealing. Normally with such a girl he would have walked right up confidently and put the moves on her, but it was different with Rey. When it came to her, he felt like he had a lot more to lose if she turned him down. And the fact that his attraction ran so deep, even after such a short amount of time spent with her, worried him. Because from there it was probably only going to get stronger.

Ben ran a hand through his thick dark hair and took a deep breath. "Damn Solo," he muttered to himself "what's she doing to you?"


End file.
